AN OLD SNATCH DREAMED OVER

They cast him in a dungeon-keep ;
He digs and burrows like a mole ;
For forty days denying sleep.
Yet issues whole.

I well believe that love is strong
To bear the heaviest dint of doom ;
Confronts the tempest with a song ;
Conquers the tomb.

I well believe that love is firm
When love is fostered between two :        10
Mortality can set no term
If both be true.

But oh, how weak the love of one
If counterchange of love's forbad ;
If love is plaintive and alone
And poor and sad.

The mouth is filled with bitterness;
The echoing air is cold with scorn.
We shudder and are bare of bliss
And our hearts mourn,                      so
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THERE dwelt a man in Babylon,
Lady, lady,1

Was famed for cruel grace of speech ;
Such eyes did for his heart beseech,
Whene'e/ he deigned to woo he won,
Lady! *

1 The first two lines are sung by SIR TOBY BELCH in Twelfth Night.
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